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bellow into a temperamental telephone and, once he warmed to his self-imposed task, showed admirable perseverance in the face of adversity.
As we waited, growing colder and hungrier with every passing second, we felt ever more envious of the astute Colonel who had so adroitly by-passed this morass and was now, presumably, chortling on his way, free as a bird. The husky-voiced Major bawled away at the obstinate telephone. I began to see the reason for his hoarseness. He was talking to the Transit.Hotel, trying to get us some beds. I had my camp-bed, but several of the other officers had no sleeping kit.
"My man Price," howled the Major. "No, you idiot, not 'I want rice.' My man Price, price of a leg of mutton, price of a bottle of whisky. My man Price wants some beds. I said some beds, not the heads ..." and so on, and so on. The kind Major promised us a fatigue party to erect tents, but as they did not arrive we set to work ourselves under the energetic direction of Major Freddie Keeblc, of the Royal Engineers, who had been on his way to 169 Airfield Construction Group somewhere on the Adriatic coast. This was my second attempt, during the war, to help at tent erecting. The first, in the Burma jungle, was such a ghastly failure that we had to abandon the job and call in some experts. This time, with Major Kecble as the master craftsman, we made a competent team, though hampered by the darkness and the need for not betraying the camp to enemy aircraft.
We erected two sizeable tents, then returned to the quartermaster's, where, by the light of a lantern dimly burning, we ate a meal of meat and vegetable stew, sharing our two forks. Afterwards we staked out claims, preparing to sleep six in a tent. I say "preparing," for the night was so bitterly cold and there was such a shortage of blankets that most of us slept little. I had always believed Italy to be a hot country, and, in fact, so it is for five or six months .of the year. That frigid first night created such a mistaken impression that eighteen months later, returning to Rome from England, I arrived with nothing to wear but thick serge battledress. After an extremely uncomfortable and sweatyer's tent where a friendly major with a husky voice and purple complexion began to attempt organising. He started toebe an American naval
